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And thereto hath a troth as just
As had Penelope the fair;
For what she saith, ye may it trust,
As it by writing sealed were:
And virtues hath she many moe
Than I with pen have skill to show.

I could rehearse, if that I would,
The whole effect of Nature's plaint
When she had lost the perfect mould,
The like to whom she could not pAint:
^C ith wringing hands how she died cry,
And what she said, I know it, I.

I know she swore with raging mind,
Pier kingdom only set apart,
There was no loss by law of kind
That could have gone so near her heart.
And this was chiefly all her pain:
She could not make the like again.

Sith Nature thus gave her the praise
To be the chiefest work she wrought,
In faith, methink some better ways
On your behalf might well be sought
Than to compare, as ye have done,
To match the candle with the sun.

XXI

IF he that erst the form so lively drew
Of Venus' face, triumph'd in painter's art,
Thy father then what glory did ensue
By whose pencil a goddess made thou art I
Touched with flame that figure made some rue,
And with her love surprised many a heart.
There lackt yet that should cure their hot desire:
Thou canst inflame and quench the kindled fire.

XXII

ALTHOUGH I had a check,
To give the mate is hard,
For I have found a neck
To keep my men in guard.
And you that hardy are
To give so great assay
Unto a man of war,
To drive his men away.